W 7 c 7 HMcbHIdl 




TJcR ch^l^ |37rsfn^^rH^cbl%l 

snf^ % f^ 1 3ftr ^ ^ ^it ^Tf^iT ^ % i 

3FTT yiT iHchH rff ^T ^5 ^T 17% I 

3^ ^ sn^ xrr sr^ tjwt 37 mr % i 
err 3 pt^ R^hIh cn# ^ <mi<hi ^jt uiw aii cfrcTT % 
3frr ftw u,ch M ^ cft f^r ^nrar % faucbl ji4T ^ 
-^^^FrcTT^r'^ y^y j^^^-rfr^n?TT%i 

A unique child centered story. 

Arthur is a little hoy. 

His grandmother suffers from arthritis 
and the rain has made her pain worse. 

If it gets sunny then it woidd bring some relief to 
grannie. Arthur gets mad at the clouds. 

He takes his toy pop gun and shoots the clouds. 
Later he draws a warm red sun for his grannie. 
The warmth of the cures grannie. 
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■qcf^ ^ WTR STT I 
STTsft ^ Md^ 3 TT?TT 3TRTT STT I 
^ -q^r^ apto'a stt spfff^ -qci^ % 
^TT*T STTcft ?Tt ®nlT^T, 3}k WfP^T TT % 

eFTcl 2T I 

STTsfr ^\ Hd^ TO? STT I ^ Pbddl # 

oTTcTT STT I 37T^ 3}k 3T^[, ^TWcft 3?P; 

^r i sqk T=rt wf ^ to-to % * PidiPHd’ 

®FTRTt sff | 



G rannie was not fond of autumn. Little Arthur, on 
the other hand, enjoyed it. Grannie was not fond 
of autumn because it brought rain, and that made her 
legs ache. 

Arthur liked autumn very much. It brought so many 
good things. Peaches and grapes, pears and apples. And 
Mother would make all sorts of "vitamins" from the 
fruit. 
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FT T=rt Pldl4) Tl FiFdf, “RT3T1 

W Tl TR sfk 3TR ef 3TT3Tt — ^sTl 3TTsk 
3R ‘fsrElfMt’ ^ FRTF 1 1” 
cR Pm d Ml RTR1T RITf 3fR RFT R ^ FR, 
HRIMIdH, 3ETR sffc TTR 3 sffc ^fd ^fvF ^ 3F% I 
F% 37TSpC FTl cPft eft FeRF Tl ^cRT FFTT lR 
STT I 

FRt Rr q#f i qrqt Ri * fadiM* Rt fprr ff! 
«ft i FFt ff % efpff ft frr fail fa hT % Rft R 
qqq rft RRn 1 1 efm 3q^ 3 tr 3R FTrrcRt 
731% 3Rqq f I FR RF F% f^nf> 3 fR FFl % %F 
7§T% t I Rff % %F eft RF %RR 3RF^ 3TR 3?fc 
qmTcft R% f, q % ‘ P^cliP-hh ’ i 

Every autumn morning she would say to father: 
"Mesrop, go and buy some apples and grapes: the 
child needs vitamins." 

And Father would go to the market and buy some 
apples, pears, pomegranates and much besides. 

Little Arthur was exceedingly fond of autumn. 

Not Grannie. Grannie did not need vitamins. Grown- 
ups generally did not seem to need vitamins. Grown- 
ups seemed to eat peaches, grapes and pears just for 
the fun of it. As far as they were concerned, they were 
simply peaches, grapes and pears, and not vitamins at 
all. 
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■q^Y m i ^ srrY ^fr ^®tt Trf m sffc 




The rain was drizzling outside, and Grannie was 
lying on the settee indoors, hunched up; she was lying 
there, softly moaning to herself. 
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3TT2ft M I 'H T PTT I 

“^FTT ®TRT 1? izi?” # ^>FT I 



lt Wti c^F# % # f^ ^ t?” ^ET# p^TI 
“FT #t -cqft «£,” FT# I 

-ci'H^ <flil FFT 'HcHI f^TT I 




“RRTTl 

H Tjt FF5 WTFT F #TT I -gfr ^T%TT ^BT «£T I 
■cr ff -q^^TPr fr# % %p fk-fk 

®n<dl’ % it# f#q « 1 1” 



"Ooff, ooff, ooff." 

Arthur went over to her. 

"Gran, do you hear me, Gran?" he said. 

"What is it, balik-djan?" she replied. 

"It’s your leg again, isn’t it?" he asked. 

"Yes, my dear," was all she murmured. 

He offered Grannie an orange. 

"Go on, eat up the vitamins, they'll take the pain 
away," he said. 

"You have it, balik-djan," she replied. "Oranges 
won't help me. I need sunshine, but the sun's gone 
behind the clouds to spite me." 
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T% 3TT2fT ®ll<ei) FT ®f1[cT pjTTTT 3FFT I FTTF 3TTF 
^ttT chid) f?t M<ri j i % Ti n+>< 3-1 h ' ll fr-ff 
( RdeflH wft -33lf sfk ^ToTT TRTT I 

^ Iwr tt ftft, “if ftf^tT 4 ft f?r tt ^r sfk 
sfk ff ft 3Trft f^f tt Ft# ffttfi \\” 

chldl Ft-FR FR ' J jF>T, FTcJ F![cT FTR Tt FFt I FT3TTTFT 
FF % 3TTsfT FT# RTT^T #FIFT "STT^cTT f, ^fdM. 
FF Tpft 3 ^T FT | FT#t ^ Tf FF F FT I #Tt 
,J jFT Tt HFTT d-ddl Fl<d #TT -S<dl? 

TTF cTt FF FT % 3F?fT # fF# Fit ^ Tf# # FFt 
F# I FF 3=T=Fft F^Fi ef?T FK# F>t 3TR cTTF FF FT 
FTfFFT FTTTFt -% FfF ^TTF FT I FTTFT %TT TJTTT Tt 
cTRcRTT TFT FT 3?R FF #*F TFT FT I 



Little Arthur was very cross with the clouds. He 
summoned his little dog Kotot from under the bed, picked 
up his pop-gun and went into the balcony. 

"Bark at the clouds," he told the pup, and I'll shoot them 
with my gun." 

Kotot gave a couple of barks, but not very fiercely. No 
doubt he did not understand and thought Arthur wanted to 
play with him; so he gave a happy bark. Such a bark would 
certainly not scare any cloud. 

As a matter of fact, Arthur did not even notice Kotot 
barking. He was firing his gun with a ferocious look on his 
face, yelling: 

"Take that, you horrors, what do you want to hide the sun 
for? Take that! Boom, boom, boom." 




“ FTFt ! FTTOTf FTFt I cpr qqf TJTO TOT %TOn ^7^% 
Ft? 3TF |f# Ftcft fTOJF ! fTOJF ! ’ ’ 

3?fc FF FF FFT tM "^TcTTcTT TFT FF FFT TOTFTT TJF 

FFTFFf FFt I 

FF FFTFTTOTgT^ FtTO FTT FFF FF «T 3Tk FTfTO FF 
Ft F^ Ft I FTc| TJTO 3TFt FFT 1 JTt FTF FFt Plcbcll FT I 

“ff w ^Rro t qqf% M w^^cnt t, ” 

TOFt TTTFT I 3TFT 3FsfT % X TRT TOT^T FtTF TfFFT fFFFt 
FFt ®T^of7 ftft eft FTT FTO Ft fS^JF ff -Hl\ FIFd FTF TO 

i®hsk I 

■775 3tt sft % fttt FFt f^ ff! Ft 3fk totftt fitf 

TfFFT FfF ^C TFFT FT I 

37Tsk %TOT TO FFT TOFT? 3TT$fT ^t-^t 3TTO % 

By that time the clouds had taken fright just a little bit 
and the rain had stopped; yet the sun did not come out all 
the same. 

Now, if Arthur had a cannon like Rachik had, he would 
give just one boom and the clouds would disperse at once. 

But Arthur did not have a cannon, and Rachik lived a 
long way away. There was nothing for it; Arthur trailed sadly 
back into the room and sat down next to Grannie. 

"Gran, do you hear me, Gran?" he asked. 

"Now what, balik-djan?" she replied. 

"I only scared the clouds a teeny-weeny bit. The rain 
stopped, but the sun is still hiding. You see, I haven't got a 
cannon, and the clouds aren't very scared of my gun." 



FTHf ff TOT sffT "rot % NTn FTTO ®tF TOT I 

“FTFt, TOT ^T TFt Ft FTFt?” TOT I 

* * 3TF TOTT 1[3TT ftFT, ’ ’ FTFt <M I dl I 
“^f FTTOTI Fit FtTO-Fl[F Ft TOT TOT ! TOTfTO Ft TOT 
Fsf TOg TJTO 3TFt Ft fTOTT 1? I ffTsTt, fff TOT FFt ®T^FT 
Ft 1? FFt, 3ftr FTTOff TOT ffft FTtcft ®T^FT FT Fftf TTOT TO 
FFt TOTFT l” 

FTFt l^TTOf | 

TpFTF FFF-F qF ^ fFFT, ’ ’ TOFF FTFT, “^T% 
FTfTO TOT Ft TOT FTT TOTT iFFT 3ftr TOTt ft ffft FfFFF 
FtFt ffFFT Ft Ff I Tjff % TO F^ Ft 3TF HFgTT Ft FFt 
Ft TFT 1? I ff K fTOT FT TO|Ft ■% K foTF Ft FTO 
FFt F^FT eT 3F% I FF TO TTlf FlFeff FTt FFT ffFT l” 

Grannie smiled. 

"Oh thank you, my dear," she said. "But look: you scared 
off the rain and made me a wee bit better, my leg hardly 
aches at all now. I’ll tell your Dad to buy you a cannon. Then 
you can drive all those clouds away." 

"Grannie, do you truly feel better?" he persisted. 

"Ah, I feel so much better that I reckon half the pain has 
gone." 

"Grannie," said Arthur, suddenly perking up, "I know what 
we ought to do. Now I am gong to drive away the other half 
of your pain." 

"How will you do it without a cannon?" asked Grannie 
with a smile. 
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W cpf 3M TTfliffl 3T5^T WT TfT t?” 
3trK-l J®IKI 1 J^T I 

**ff 3M fl^T Tl ^T#tl 

TRT 3IT?JT ^ cTt <4re|eb< ^Mfl” 

“^t, ” 3TTsk % TT^ ^ ^r^T% ^TT cf^y, “3M 
TPRT^T 3TFTT 1% "^T <4<HI dvHI | 3}®r 

^ttt ^rr f 37T 37Tm ^ ^ w^ni” 

“cpr «rat % f®RT ^ ^ftf?” ^rrt % 

W^f 1 ^ TI 

“ cfT ^r #TT, ff ^ *FTT ^FR # TRPjTTT I HT, HT, 
ART TJH 3h|c||vji Ijq Tf?t rTf?” 

“W ^TcT t ^RT?” HT % THtf 3 Tl TJ^T I 

“■gfr ^ RTFM ^TltTT” ^T I 

‘TmcinI %r tr tt ^r #, ” ht % wi 

IhcImI T R cK$-cK$ % c hMI.'dl RR t^cb 

^TT I H$<r) 3^2^ % R3T TIFF sffl TTtcTT TIT ^tFTW 
^JflT I PtH 3'H'} Hldl oi loi 331^ I 3'H'-) 3T®T 

c hl J l>d "Ft L b^l FT «sil sfR % ©id did "3R Pdd 
®RFf dFTT I 



"You'll see," he exclaimed. "I'll drive it away. "Pon 
my honour, I will. Mummy, do you hear me, Mummy?" 

"What's the matter, son?" came his mother's voice 
from the kitchen. 

"I need some paper," he said. 

"Take it from Father's desk," she said. 




Father's desk contained a mass of assorted papers. 
First Arthur selected one clean sheet. Then he chose a 
thick red pencil. He place the paper on the floor, lay 
down on his stomach and began to draw. He was 
trying so hard he even poked his tongue out. He drew 
a blood red sun - such a nice sun, with sunshine so 
warm it made Arthur's face perspire. 

Finally the sun was ready. Arthur shooed off Kotot, 
who was excitedly jumping around him, so that the 
rascal would not put his grubby paws on the sun. And 
he took the sun to Grannie. 
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^ f^T ®RT% Tf ^cRT W]oT STT % ®TRT °FT 

T RTT Ht "T "^ToTT % ^ET^t ^ TT fH <=hdl 2 ft I 

^FFt ^ T£§ ^T ®RFTT I ^cRT WTT % 

^ET^ht cliSf Tirff Tl sqsft % ^ TT W^TT ^3% M I 
3TcT TIT^T I^TR ffr T FIT I 3TTsft; 37^ Phc^tI cbldi 
^ Wti f^TT % SFFl ^ ■q^f ^T ^T TK "T 

^ I f^FR ~^q 3?^ ■^T^f ^ ^TCt % T TRT ef I 

“^t! ^ptt ^r ■gfr Tft ^r ^t?” ^eft ^i 

“w ^ZT?” I 

“ ^tsl) ^r K fcT^ ^EJT^T ®RFTT 1? \ " 

% ^5T ^T 3}k l^TPff I 
“fsFcRT X2 TKT, FTTFT TTT ®RFTT t <p%, ” % 

fec^felGTcl fir W, “ 3fk %cPTT ^4 t ^ I efT3Tf ^ 

^FT 3FF1 ^ ^RcT % % -qm T^cft ^l” 



"Gran, do you hear me. Gran?" he asked. 

"What dear?" she murmured. 

"See, I’ve drawn you a sun." 

Grannie looked at the sun and smiled. 

"What a lovely red sun," she said, clucking her tongue. 
"And how warm it is. Here, let me put it near my leg." 
Grannie took the sun and put it to her bad leg. 

"Now that’s a sun, all right. Do you know, the pain in my 
leg has altogether gone. Who cured Grannie? It is Arthur." 




RTRt % T[TR 3RFl RRcT % Tl RUT RR 
RR fRRT I 

“art ^R titr % err rtrtrt # rr fRRT i rut <pt 

RRT 1? 1% ^R RTT R^ RR ''JCt RR? RTRR fft "H^TT 
1 1 afn fRRFl RTRt RTl utRT fRRTT? snsft ^ |” 

RTRt % r^ft rTcT Rft Rc^r rftt fuRT, Irr uut% 

UTl fRR RR T^T^RTRf 3?R ^RTR UUlFi RTsfr 

Rft ^ttt i rt TjRfRTRt Rff ufR rtsIt Rft rr rrt 

■^Hcil Rft RR RRT U% RfR R RT Rf I R^R fRR RTRt 
RT^fT % R)t RhP ^R RR <tsl RR RTt RRt I 

WT cRT RTRt % % RTT R^ RRT TRTRRRR Rl 
■^R-H RT I RR RTR TTR ■§■ 1% RR RRT RT^fR RTT RRTRT 
RRR J sHd. Tf Rp% Pk -^H-H RT, R^R c)Pdl Phrct) % 
RT^ RRT % R^fuT PlRM RR RRT RRR RT UR 
^T I '-K^ RTRt RR fRUfTRT Reft RUt ?jf | 

UR TTR PldlRl % RTRt UT URRTt rIrRR % Rft 
RUTI “RR ^ fRFf R UTRT f, ’ ’ RTRt RTeTT, “ RFpC 
% TRCR % Tjt UTRT RR fRRT?” 

IhcImI % ^fTU Rt Heel d$l RUT I RRJ RTRT ^T UR? 
RR ^TU RRRT fRRT I 

3R?k ^ R^Rft TT RRRt RTRT RfRRTTf I 
RT?fT % RTR R^RT %TT # RlRT RT I RR RTRT Rt 
RR RlUT Rt URRTfRR RlRT RT Tt% RFTRT Rt RTpRT 
URRTT RTRT Rf TfRRft RTRT | 



Grannie kissed her grandson, then smiled, then 
kissed him again, then smiled once more and contin- 
ued to smile and kiss little Arthur until she felt drowsy 
and nodded off to sleep with Arthur's sun on her leg. 

By evening, Grannie's leg did not hurt at all. True, 
Arthur's sun had fallen off the settee to the floor, and 
silly Kotot had trodden on the sun several times with 
his dirty paws; but Grannie was already healed. 

That evening Father asked Grannie how she was 
feeling. 
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3 TF 5 T STTsft 3 TRl 3 TFT Tl STT I ^FT% 

3h-c^$ oi|c(^|< ^ c^tsl IhcImI ^ ch^l 1% SF^T ®p5^T 
37Tsk % 3<l£fU| ^ 'HI'JsHI '^TTl%TT I 3^R f^FR Rl? 
Md J l X R -Hl^ <r1 1 J l*M I I 

3 ^?^ R 7 T T *^ "TF T^fT ^TT I 3 ^R RH 
% OTC RTRFT fqo^TT ^r£\ 3 FRT ^Z W\ # TfT 
2TT I 37TsfT RH TF fRoRTRTT, “RH TF FT RRt ^FlZt I 
cJH % RTR %T1 RTT FHchci iff I cj/-$Kl ~^Z ^TeT 
^rrit I RRl ! ” 

□□□ 



"Fine, thanks," she said. "Arthur's sun cured me." 
Father did not understand. But Grannie explained all 
to him. 

Arthur scratched his nose with pleasure. 

It was always like that. Arthur's nose always itched 
when Arthur got excited, and when he cried as well. 

Today Arthur was very pleased with himself. He 
was so kind and well-behaved that Father even said 
that Arthur ought to be an example to other children. 
And off he went to bed as a prize example. 

Arthur's sun lay on the floor. And on top of the sun, 
stretched out on his stomach, slept the pup. Arthur 
shouted at him: 

"Get up, Kotot. How can anyone sleep on top of the 
sun? You'll burn your stomach. Get up." 

□□□ 
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